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in her ears, for it was associated with hardships
and even dangers.   But with it was also associated
a time of intellectual freedom, and, above all,
a new and full experience.   To Chopin the name
meant music in the most literal sense, since that
interval of pain and extremity had raised his
creative power to an incandescent glow.    But
what bitterness and disillusion lurked in the soft
allurement of that word !   And it had promised
so much !   On his arrival he had written to Fon-
tana in an ecstasy.   Everything was so beautiful -
a turquoise sky, emerald mountains, a sea like
lapis lazuli, air like heaven ;   hot sun all day,
everyone in summer clothing ; at night the music
of guitars and voices ;  the most beautiful situ-
ation in  the world, sea, mountains, palms, a
Crusaders' church, ruined mosques, aged trees,
thousand-year-old olives.   " Ah, my dear, I am
coming alive a little,   I am near to what is most
beautiful."    Then the coming of the relentless
rain, illness and the deepening shadow of despair ;
until, at the last, what had seemed to be all glory
and freedom and delight became a dark prison.
In that cell, which he had likened to a large
coffin, the thought of death took hold upon him.
His will was crushed in the grip of its icy hand.
Howsoever he might long to escape, he had no
strength to throw off the shackles.    But, just
when he appeared to surrender to his  disease
and terrible isolation, he was constrained to make
a great effort, and, reinforced by George Sand's
desire for change, prepared for flight   The very